CHAPTER SIX

AT the opening of the new year, the fourth of war, Lewis
became certain that there was a burden on Julie's mind
that she could not share with him. When he spoke to her
of it, she would elude him by saying: "Perhaps it's only
something I imagine," and, if he pressed her further, would
so beseech him with her eyes and the tones of her voice
not to force her concealments that he felt he was hurting
her by his urgency, and allowed himself to be led away to
other subjects. She will tell me in her own time, he said,

In her own time she told him. He had been across to
the cottage and had spent an afternoon there. Soon after
Ballater's leaving for England, Ramsdell had gone to Haar-
lem and the English servants had been sent away, but
Ramsdell might return if Lewis ceased to live in the Castle,
and the rooms they had occupied in the cottage were still
full of their possessions. Among these Lewis had been
searching for a pipe that Ramsdell wished to have sent to
Haarlem, and, though the pipe was soon found, he had
stayed long in the cottage, talking to Vrouw Kerstholt. It
was already dark when he returned to the Castle.

He went to his bedroom and prepared for dinner. As he
entered the drawing-room, voices that had been uplifted
were suddenly, though but for a moment, hushed. Then
the Baroness said:

"But how long have you known? You must have known
before this. Why didn't you tell us before?"

Julie, with her back to a table, was clutching its edge
with her fingers and leaning against it. Her heels were
raised from the ground and she had the same air of defiance
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